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leaving unsolved doubts to harass us afterwards. To the ground-
ing that I received from Gyaltsan I owe the knowledge which
enabled me to compile the chapter on the Doctrine in Part Two
of this book, though I did not gather the full fruits of his teach-
ing immediately; it was reserved for my other good master, the
lama Wangyal, to make his predecessor's work bear fruit, when
he came and visited me in my Liverpool home. In my discus-
sions with Gyaltsan I found that when I wished to illustrate this
or that knotty point, I often was able to make use of stories
taken from the New Testament or from the lives of the Christian
Fathers, especially St. Thomas Aquinas. The quotations were
always very much appreciated; the parables of the Gospel, in
particular, appealed to our lama, nor did it ever occur to him to
treat them as less authoritative because they belonged to a
foreign religion. He was only interested in their bearing upon
the points under discussion and he seemed just as ready to find
truth in the sayings of " a certain ancient Lama in our country "
as in* those of other Lamas whose names were familiar. The
lama Wangyal went still further. Speaking of Christ he said:
" I see that He was a very Buddha ! "

At sunset Gyaltsan and I usually made a tour of the walls,
which were formed by a single huge mendong9 which ringed the
Gompa without a break. In hot countries this is always an
enchanted hour, when the spirit seems peculiarly sensitized and
ready to take wing, Gyaltsan let his mind lead him whither
it would, like a rider who drops the reins loose on his horse's
neck and trusts to it to take .him in the right direction. I well
remember how on one of these circuits, the lama began to
describe the New Golden Age, the expected reign of Chamba,
" The Loving One," who will be the next Buddha to come as
World-Teacher. I cannot attempt to reproduce his mood of
exaltation nor how it fired me as I listened to him. He spoke
like a predestined prophet, and had the heavens opened in that
hour and the world stood still to make way for the Second Com-
ing, I should have felt no surprise.

While attending to me, Gyaltsan carried on simultaneously
with the drawing-class. " Well now what shall we begin with ? "
he asked my friends the first day. " Shall we learn how to do
the Teacher*s hands ? " He handed out to each man a sharply-
pointed wooden stylus and a small drawing-board provided
. with a handle and shaped like a butter-pat. Then, taking one